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equal parts of sandbags and fragments of a farm-
house, refreshed themselves with tea interrupted by
the arrival of a dead Grenadier for burial, and pre-
pared to retire for the night. Major Churchill,
offered the alternatives of a flooded dug-out and a
crowded signal office, chose the company of Morse
and four signallers and was not left in the slightest
doubt that he was in the Army now.

This conscientious effort to put him in his place
ended in a slightly warmer feeling. For as he
plodded with the colonel on his nightly rounds, that
warrior occasionally went so far as to invite the major
to ask any questions that might occur to him, adding
that it was his duty to furnish all information and that
he was quite willing to do so. Emboldened by
this geniality, the major subsequently asked to be
transferred from battalion headquarters to the
trenches (where something warmer than tea was
obtainable); and his education proceeded to the
normal accompaniments of trench life. One chilly
afternoon a military dignitary summoned him to a
rendezvous, kept him waiting for about an hour at
an unhealthy cross-roads, and then sent word that
there had been some mistake about the car. The
rendezvous was off; and Major Churchill was,
extremely annoyed, though his annoyance subse-
quently vanished on discovering that his dug-out
had been blown up by a shell five minutes after his
departure.

After this initiation he was promoted to command
the 6th Royal Scots Fusiliers (with a youthful major
named Archibald Sinclair) near Ploegsteert, of
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